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	1. Prologue: Leaving the Past Behind

_**Conquered**_

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

_It is never too late to become who you were meant to be. Sometimes, all it takes it the ultimate stupid decision in order to set things right. Sometimes, all it takes is to run away._

_A "what if Hiccup and Toothless left Berk" story. A non-original plot with an original twist. Hope you all enjoy it._

**_Warning:_ **This story will contain spoilers from the sequel. Spoilers start in chapter ?. (Spoilers have yet to be included)

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

"No!"

The axe that had been so near Toothless's neck, barely stopped an inch from Hiccup's nose.

Stoic looked to his son, surprise and pain in his face as he watched his son cover the Night Fury's head with his own body.

"Step aside," the Chief growled as he gave his useless son the best glare he could muster.

But Hiccup didn't budge. In fact, his glare was even more intimidating than Stoic's.

"Hiccup," he growled, but the rest of his sentence was lost to the muffled roar of the pinned dragon. Every Viking watched as Hiccup turned and knelt, hand on the beast's nose.

"Thanks, bud," he whispered. "And I'm sorry."

The dragon made a cooing nose, eyes soft as they looked at the boy.

"Traitor!" Stoic yelled. "You'll die with this beast."

Toothless's eyes instantly snapped over to him and his pupils narrowed.

"Chief!" Astrid shouted as she forced her way in front of him. "Hiccup's right! That Nightmare wasn't going to hurt him until you startled it!"

"Are you blaming me for _this?!"_

Astrid instantly backed down, eyes on the way Stoic's fists whitened from his grip on the weapon.

"Sir, please," she tried again, head bowed.

"You tried to turn her against us too?" the man hissed to his son as he pushed Astrid aside. "Hiccup, this is your worst mistake yet."

Hiccup shook his head as he stood to face his father. "Dad," he breathed.

"You're not my son."

A visible shard cut through Hiccup's chest; his eyes widened and mouth fell open as he searched for the lie that wasn't there.

"Dad..."

"Lock him up. I'll finish this devil."

But no one moved to grab Hiccup. They were all rooted by the shock of his event; a stir running through the crowd as they pondered both sides.

"Listen to me," Hiccup tried, but his dad cut him off by raising his weapon and pointing it at the fishbone of a boy.

"Not a word," he threatened. "You've thrown your lot in with them. You're not a Viking. You have no right to speak."

"The dragons will just keep attacking if you don't listen!"

"ENOUGH!"

Silence fell upon the arena.

Stoic looked to the young boy, face as impassive as he could make it although the corner of his lip twitched with the sorrow he held back. "You've betrayed us, Hiccup. You know the punishment for this."

"Stoic," Goober tried s he stepped forward.

"No Gobber."

"He's your son!"

Stoic shook his head. "Not anymore."

"You can't just kill 'im!"

Stoic turned to face his lifelong friend. "Are you ordering me? I am your Chief, Gobber!"

The blacksmith glanced to Hiccup and made a subtle gesture towards the Night Fury.

"And I am your friend, Stoic. Lock the boy away for the night and sleep on it. He could help us with the dragon raids; he seems to know their ways after all."

"He'll just get in the way. Worse than before, even! And I won't have a traitor living on my island!"

As this conversation progress into a heated argument, Hiccup managed to sneak through the crowd and pry open the Nadder's cage. With a head on her snout, Hiccup tamed her within seconds. He moved on to the other cages and followed suit.

"Think you can help us?" he muttered to the magnificent beasts.

The Nadder seemed to nod as it silently crept behind the unaware Vikings. She waited to spread her wings until Hiccup was, once again, at the side of his Night Fury. The Zippleback waited until Hiccup's hand touched Toothless before they began to spark. The Gronckle stayed back, too clumsy to be quiet. And the Nightmare began to growl as soon as the other Vikings realized their mistake of ignoring Hiccup.

As one unit, they all rushed forward and attacked. The Vikings were thrown off Toothless and Hiccup was quick to jump on.

"Come on, bud, we've got to go!" Hiccup urged. Toothless, though he itched to join the fight, pounced through the hole he had created to jump into the ring.

"Hiccup!" both Astrid and Stoic shouted out.

"Get back here!"

"Go! Fly!"

And Toothless flew, aware that his rider's eyes were not on the horizon, but on the quickly receding island. On the dragons that his rider had freed and now followed him faithfully. He was also aware of the salty water falling on his scales; the water that had nothing to do with the great open blue below or above him. But to the dragon, it was a time to rejoice. It was time for them to become what they were always meant to be. No more hiding. No more useless titles. They weren't devils, they weren't in the way or a waste of space. They weren't downed animals just waiting to die. Not anymore.

No.

They were masters of the skies.

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

**Chibiyu: **_So I've had this idea since I first saw the movie in theaters. Ever noticed how Stoic moved to kill Toothless, but then Hiccup intervened with a shout? No? Well, that was the inspiration for this. Not very original, but I had to get it down. This story will have one more chapter before a major time skip (a HtTYD 2 time skip) occurs._

_As always, thanks for reading. Until Next Update!_


	2. I Tried

**_I Tried_**

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

Not even Gobber tried to talk to Stoic after the man walked from the arena with a steely face. Everyone felt the island of Berk shake form the force Stoic used to slam his front door. And everyone continued to stand in the barren area, shocked at what occurred.

"Astrid," Fishlegs started, his voice sounding out of place. "Was..." he started, unable to finish.

"Yes," Astrid answered a nod. "Hiccup is right about dragons."

"How can he be?" Snotlout interjected. "That Night Fury probably felt bad for the runt and decided that he wasn't worth the kill."

"Or," Tuff inserted with a raised hand. "Night Furies are just so cunning that they...befriend the runts?"

Ruff rolled her eyes. "Or use them as bait."

"I bet Hiccup's on his way to the dragon nest right now, about to be eaten!" Snot shouted, almost gleefully.

Ruff and Tuff rubbed their hands together. "I want to see that!" they both said.

"No, I do!" they argued with a growl.

"I want it more!" again, they said it together. Their banter continued with the bashing of their helmed heads.

Astrid looked at Fishlegs and shook her head. "He was right," she whispered before she turned and slowly left the arena.

"If we prove that?" Fishlegs surprised Astrid by running up behind her and following.

"Then the same will happen to us."

Fishlegs shook his head. "There has to be something we can do!"

Astrid pursed her lips. "I don't know what we _can _do, Fishlegs! I don't know what Hiccup does; to tame them. I only know that he is right. Toothless showed me that."

"Toothless?"

Astrid nodded once. "The Night Fury. He and Hiccup kidnapped me when I found them out. Took me flying. It was amazing, Fishlegs." She turned to look at him, face completely serious. "Everything we know about dragons is wrong."

Fishlegs blinked at this. "So, in the Ring, Hiccup was using his knowledge on dragons to win...without hurting them?"

Astrid nodded. "Exactly." She suddenly punched herself in the forehead and nearly screamed in aggravation. "Why didn't I pay more attention to him?"

"Because you normally don't care what people are doing?"

Astrid sighed at this all too accurate response. "Maybe I should have."

The pair grew quiet as they approached the village and passed under the Chief's house.

"I don't want to be here for the next raid," Fishlegs commented as they watched the premature steam exit the house's chimney.

Astrid's silence and watchful eyes were the strongest agreement she could give.

Inside the house, a large bang sounded, like someone throwing a hammer and smashing a table. The sound caused the two teens to jump and hurry on.

And indeed, that had been what they heard. Stoic didn't think anyone would be bothering him, or standing by his house, or else the Chief wouldn't have been so _undignified_. A Chief is supposed to be strong, brave, capable of handling anything. But the death of his wife was still a fresh scar to Stoic. And now that he had lost his son...

Stoic never believed that his heart had revived. Not until it hurt as much as it did now. It was like a Nightmare had ignited the organ, like Thor himself had struck it with lightning.

"I should have known," he breathed as he collapsed next to the shattered remains of the table he had built for Valhallarama. "He's always been...different. Useless. Curious," the Chief shook his massive head. "Hiccup was many things, but a traitor?"

He eyed his hammer again, fingers twitching to feel the comfort of its grip.

"Siding with the beasts that threaten our existence? Protecting them? Refusing to follow the Viking way?" Stoic sighed and ran his hand over his face. "I don't know what I did to deserve all of this. The gods must hate me."

He refused to look up when he said this, knowing that his gaze would be attracted to Hiccup's forever empty room.

"They must hate him, for giving him such a fate."

He allowed his head to fall and shoulder's to drop. His helmet fell from his head and clattered to the floor, horns pointed at the door.

"It was right for him to leave," Stoic sighed. "Right for me to do what I did. I have to think of the village, not one child. Those dragons would have killed my people, stolen our way of life, our food! They would have run us to the ground and left us homeless. He was misguided. Dragons are the enemy!"

Still, he stared at the horns.

"He was my son," he finally chocked out, letting everything that a Viking should be vanish from his frame until he turned into a broken shell of a man. "He was _my son. _And he betrayed us. Why, Hiccup?! Odin, answer me!" he whispered angrily, for he did not possess the strength to yell. "What did I do wrong? I raised him like my father did me. I allowed his _habits _and encouraged him to build in the forge. I _tried. _And this still happened."

He shook his head and pressed his eyes to his palms, resisting the urge to bawl. "I tried."

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

Toothless landed on the snarling shores of Dragon Island, his cooing doing little to alleviate the harsh sounds of the island and the ache in his rider's heart. The Night Fury waited for his rider to descend from his back, but it soon became apparent that he was too numb to do even the simplest task. Toothless sighed to himself and walked to a shadowed spot at the base of the mountain.

The Queen, the dragon fathomed, wouldn't notice them until she called another gathering. That would happen after a raid. So tonight, at least, they would be safe here.

So Toothless gently crouched and rolled so Hiccup, through his self-induced shock, was able to go through the motions of getting off of Toothless's saddle. As soon as the young Viking's feet were on the ground, Toothless swept the boy close to him with a wave of his wing. Hiccup responded by burning his face into Toothless's neck and grabbing desperately onto him.

And Toothless, though he stayed still and instigated this, did not understand. Shouldn't his rider by happy that he was away from those savage killers? Shouldn't he be glad that he can be free to bond with other dragons and live to his full potential? Hiccup saw the world in the right kind of light – the kind that needed to be spread to other tribes. The kind that should never be suppressed.

And to top it off, his rider never had been truly happy when his feet were on Berk. It was only when Toothless and him took to the skies did Hiccup finally smile with his entire being. Only with him did the boy laugh and relax. It was never when he was on Berk. Never when he was with his own people.

So Toothless was clueless as to why his skin suddenly became warm with tears, but he allowed it. Humans were weird creatures when it came to emotions. Toothless wouldn't call them weak because of their lack of control with them, but he would call them unstable. But that was what made them humans; it wasn't because of their boring backs and lack of tails. If that were true, they would still have the heart of dragons. But they had minds inclined to act with their emotions. And their emotions were always in turmoil.

Except when they did something they loved. Like Hiccup loved flying. Like Hiccup loved to learn about Toothless and his race. Like the bond they had.

And this is why Toothless didn't understand his rider's tears.

"Thanks, bud," Hiccup whispered with a cracked voice after several minutes of this. "I guess I know how you feel now."

How Toothless felt? He felt free. There was nothing to hold him back. When he didn't have Hiccup, he had been the only Night Fury on Berk –the only one who managed to escape their Queen's mouth. It wasn't easy when she targeted the biggest threats to her. Not when she couldn't easily control Toothless. That is why he never stole food from Berk. He only went on the raids to protect his fellow dragons who had no choice but to steal and burn and destroy. He never brought back any food – another reason why the Queen disliked him.

But now Toothless had Hiccup. Now he wasn't lonely. Now, he was happy. Yes, at first he had despised his dependence on the boy, but it seemed like fate for them to come together. Something big was planned for the pair. Something had to be.

"But we still have each other, right?" Hiccup sighed to himself as he released Toothless's neck and turned to lean on him. "The gods must hate me."

Or love you enough to give you such a destiny, Toothless thought. His eyes were wide as he nudged his rider, trying to get him to change his mind. But the action was missed when a Gronckle decided to land in front of them, eyes curious.

Toothless growled, for he had hoped that the others wouldn't notice his human this quickly. After all, a Night Fury's presence should be imposing enough to cover Hiccup's scent.

Hiccup pushed himself from his dragon and eyed the brownish green creature. Behind it, a Nadder and Nightmare landed. Then a Zippleback.

"It's you guys," he breathed, hand out to touch the Gronkle's nose. "You...you followed us?"

The Gronckle allowed Hiccup's hand to rest on her face, her entire body content and trusting. Toothless, however, was not so quick to drop his guard. He tensed at every dragon his rider reached out to bon with and snarled when he reached the Nightmare. But the dragon had less than an intimidating stance this time around. All he needed was a respectful hand on his snout and no idiotic Viking Chief banging his hammer on the metal cage.

"Look Toothless," Hiccup almost smiled. "We're not so alone after all."

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

**Chibiyu: **_Tell me in a review or PM what you want to see happen in future chapters. I may be able to work in a few suggestions. I think there will be one or two more chapters before forward time skip happens. Hicstrid will come, but it won't be a main focus point, so don't ask about that, okay? And keep it PG-13, please. Until Next Update! _


	3. Hope

**_Hope  
><em>****{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

"Okay," Hiccup whispered to himself, entire body covered in scratches as he climbed further up the dragons' nest. "Almost there." He pulled himself onto a ledge he hadn't previously raided and smiled at his prize. Nightmare scales. Dark ones too. He quickly gathered them together and tossed them over the edge. The grunt of his Gronckle friend told him of her catch.

"Good job, Meatlug!" He yelled as he looked over the rocky outcropping. The Gronckle buzzed below, a small woven basket on her back. Inside the basket, numerous dark scales could be seen. The dragon flew up higher, but had to keep her distance from the mountainside. Hiccup leapt over and landed unsteadily on her back, but she kept him in the air.

"Back to Toothless," he ordered gently as he sat. "Let's hope this is enough.

The two zipped down to their covered shelter where Toothless lay, eyes pinpointed on them.

"Hey bud," Hiccup greeted his friend.

Toothless stood and walked over, staying close to his rider's side as he untied the basket from Meatlug's back.

"Think these will do?"

Toothless eyes and scales and huffed. But he turned and exposed his prosthetic tailfin. Hiccup eyed the signed sides and ran his fingers over the flaked material.

"This has to be done, bud," he reassured as he took off the fin. Meatlug and Toothless watched him arrange the scales over the fin and nod to himself. "Alright, that's not too bad. What do you two think?"

It was multicolored and some scales were old and worn, but it would be fireproof.

"Now, how to do this?" He looked towards Toothless for an answer, but the Night Fury offered none. Instead, the Nightmare answered with a roar as it landed near the trio.

"Hookfang!" Hiccup exclaimed. "Why didn't I think to ask you?"

As if in response, the Monstrous Nightmare lit itself on fire. If Hiccup had it in him to smile. he would have. Instead, the boy knelt down and explained to Hookfang what he was trying to do. As an answer, the dragon nudged him aside and began to do something Hiccup couldn't see. Toothless, obviously unimpressed, walked around the great beast and pushed his rider further along the shore.

They stopped at the waterline, where Toothless started whining and gesturing to the air.

"I know, bud," Hiccup told him, hand on his dragon's head. "But we can't leave until this is done. We need to make sure that your tailfin won't need repairs. We don't know how long we will be flying or what we'll face. We need to be ready."

Toothless shook his head at this, eyes timidly looking over the mountain. It was only a matter of time now, the Night Fury thought to himself. Before she gets hungry again.

"We'll be out of here before the next raid," Hiccup gave an empty promise. "It will be fine."

_I hope, _Hiccup thought as a rock settled in his stomach. It _had _been awhile since the last raid. And that _thing _was big enough to eat Berk in one sitting and still crave more. It really was a race against time.

A roar sounded behind him as Hookfang was smacked in the head by a landing Nadder. The pair at the shoreline turned and watched Stormfly harass the bigger beast until she was the one in charge of the tailfin.

"Careful!" Hiccup warned them, but they continued to butt heads. Hookfang eventually gave in and allowed Stormfly to move forward and inspect whatever work he had been doing. Meatlug stayed back and watched, eyes following and memorizing every movement.

Hiccup allowed his gaze to wander until he settled on the two slumbering heads of a Zippleback. He shook his head, almost wanting to laugh at how their necks were still tangled from their earlier fight.

Almost. But not quite.

Not when the wound still gushed. Not when his damn was about to overflow with salted water. Not when he had just poorly sewed together his heart by throwing himself into this new, impossible project. But it was hard to forget. They, the dragons, were too much like them. Stormfly and Hookfang always fighting for power and the girl winning every time. Meatlug, so calm and gentle and happy to sit back and learn. And Hiccup couldn't even find one thing about Barf and Belch that didn't remind him of the tw -

No.

He shook his head until their names became a jumbled blur in a headache. He ran his hand across his face to wipe away the held back sorrow and took a deep breath.

"The sooner we get away," Hiccup breathed, his gaze betraying him and staring into the direction of his old island. "The better."

As if on cue, a rumble sounded from inside the mountain. Many dragons swarmed around the outside, but they all landed again, waiting for night to fall.

"The gods hate me," Hiccup sighed once again before he ran over to his friends. "How is the tail looking?"

The Nadder and the Nightmare backed away and nodded at their handiwork. It was crude and ugly, but they managed to heat the scales and pound them over the tailfin. Hiccup turned it over, his hands nearly getting burned. It wasn't perfect, but it would do as they needed. Some of the edges were still exposed, the seams were the fin bent were still showing, but it would keep away the bulk of the fire. It would do. At least, until Hiccup was able to do more with it.

Toothless had been close behind him and was still enough for Hiccup to rig up the slightly improved fin in a short time. The Night Fury eyed the abomination and was tempted to smack it on the ground until it shattered, but he restrained himself. If it would help them stay in the air, then Toothless would take it.

The ground shook again. The dragon rammed his nose into Hiccup's stomach, hard enough to make the teen double over and gasp. But the message was sent: we have to go.

Hiccup's hand had just reached Toothless's saddle when the mountain wall burst open. A tornado of dragons swarmed passed them, forcing the group to put distance between them. The grounded dragons roared as they were smacked around by wings and tails and talons, unable to get airborne without risk of injury in this madness.

Hiccup didn't even have a chance to yell out to his dragon before a pair of talons closed on his shoulder and threw him backwards. His yelp was covered by the multiple roars of terrified beasts. And he fell into the depths, body ramming into the downward spiral of rocks. Pain erupted every time he met a hard surface, but that wasn't what he was worried about. With his eyes closed and heart hammering as the imaginary picture of a large mouth reaching up to grab him filled his mind.

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

_"That's for kidnapping me," his soft shoulder came in contact with her deadly fist. "And that's for everything else," she whispered after she pulled her lips from his. _

Three days. Three since that moment in the cove. Thee since her life had been turned upside from one simple dragon and one simple hiccup. Three days since she knew that everything she knew, was wrong. And now Hiccup was facing the world alone, because she couldn't stand up for him. Because she wasn't as strong as he was.

Sure, she wandered the forest in hopes of coming across the two, or another dragon to try and tame, but the gods hated her. Astrid was shocked that the tree her hand rested on hadn't erupted in red flames from their seething hatred.

"How hard is it to find a dragon?!" she shouted, aggravation seeping through her stress. Her hand left the scratched bark and introduced itself to her hip.

"Fishlegs!"

The other stood up rather quickly at the call.

"I thought you said we were on its tail!"

Fishlegs could only stutter.

"So where is the dragon?"

"Ma-maybe it flew off?"

Astrid shook her head as he examined the ground, right where the trail ended. "There aren't any gouge marks. You know that dragons have a habit of taking the ground with them!"

It was true – many dragons, especially the larger ones, like to curl their claws into the dirt when they took off, as it put their limbs closer to their bodies, thus gaining more altitude and speed quickly. Or, so Fishlegs claimed.

"Nightmare's don't just vanish, Legs," Astrid tried to lower has voice so the boy could stop cowering.

Fishlegs suddenly jumped and pointed to the ground. "It didn't! It turned here," he followed the leaf-crushed path of the dragon. "And..." h trailed off as he pointed to the sky, right to the direction of the setting sun – right to Berk.

"We have to get back," Astrid breathed, hand instinctively pulling out her axe. "We have to help the others!"

"What about taming one?"

Astrid looked to her axe and sighed. "If we can, then try it. If not, I'm not dying tonight."

The pair raced as fast as they could through the trees, but they had to pause as the beat of dragon wings covered the rest of the day's light. Astrid grabbed Fishleg's fur shirt and pulled him under the branches of a large tree. They both stared in the sky as a giant hoard of Nightmares, Zipplebacks, Nadders and Gronckles colored the once navy sky.

"Another raid," they both breathed as the dragons split off into smaller groups to attack from different angles. "A big one, too."

Astrid's eyes light up as she scanned the sky. "Hiccup could be up there!"

"What?"

Astrid turned and poked Fishlegs, hard, in the chest. "Keep this a secrat, or I'll cut off your lips."

"Okay!" he nodded fervently.

"Swear it on Odin."

"I swear on Odin to keep Astrid Hofferson's secret!"

She nodded once, face scared but determined. "Hiccup and I saw the nest."

"You...what?!"

She nodded. "Toothless took us there. These dragons only raid us because they have to. It's like a giant bee hive – they're the workers and they bring food back to their queen. She controls them."

"Queen?"

Another nod. "It's unlike anything we've ever seen before. If Hiccup is caught in this raid, he and Toothless may never come back – the Queen will eat the dragons if they don't bring enough food back." She stared at the silent teen for few seconds. "I'm telling the truth, Fishlegs."

"I know. It's just...Wow," Fishlegs breathed. "So Hiccup really was right. Everything we know about them, _is _wrong."

"Exactly. That's why it's up to us to change the village's mind."

**{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}**

**Chibiyu: **_So this chapter, if you couldn't tell, was told in reverse order. Hiccup's section happened first, and then Astrid and Fishleg's section happened. More action and more on Stoic next chapter. Thoughts? Sorry about the long wait, it was midterm time. Until Next Update!_


	4. Partnership

**Partnership**

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

The ground wasn't what Hiccup expected to meet. But he slammed into it, unable to utter even a single groan at first from the impact. It jarred his entire body and sent shards of pain through his spine. It was a miracle he was even alive. He carefully pushed himself onto all fours and held a hiss of pain as he agitated his back. He took a breath before he tested the each limb, bending and rotating, to find, with a quiet breath of relief, that nothing seemed broken.

He looked down, unable to see much in the glowing red aura of this cave, but he was able to make out the already discolored skin on his arms and legs. A long scrape ran down the side of his right arm, probably caused from the fall. His blood dripped the ground, but it was impossible to see where it fell: the colors blended too perfectly.

He pushed himself to his feet and stumbled on the uneven surface, but thankfully, the steady silence was disrupted.

Wait.

"Silence?" he mused, his voice no louder than the beating of a Terrible Terror's wings. He backed up until his outstretched hand met the rocky wall. His eyes peered into the crimson fog, but nothing moved. No dark silhouette of the monster, no grumble of its presence, not even the deep thud of its breathing.

But Hiccup was sure, that if anything was down here, it would hear the pounding of his heart and the short spastic breaths he couldn't help but take. If anything else, it could smell him. Him and the putrid stench of the fear that oozed from his pores.

He dared to take a step forward, hand cupped around his eyes to try and shield them from the stinging vapor. As soon as his foot came down, a low rumble sounded. He flinched back and pressed himself against the cragged wall.

The fog shifted as something moved. Something large.

Hiccup didn't wait to see more. He bolted along the edge of the cavern, fingers fumbling for an opening large enough for him to squeeze into, something to hide himself until he could think of a better plan. Climbing wasn't an option, not against something that could fly and was ten thousand times taller than he was. So he couldn't escape; not until Toothless found him.

So sticking to the ground, staying low and hidden; that was his best chance right now.

The rumble grew louder and a burst of hot air smack Hiccup on the side of the face. He slowly turned and faced the many eyes of the green devil. It didn't roar in his face, only growled lowly as it glared. It knew it couldn't lunge and snap up the fishbone of a morsel –he was simply too small for that and the devil's mouth was too large. But there was something else about him.

The devil knew those eyes. That face.

It knew it just as Hiccup knew the Green Death's glare.

And this time, the boy was without the pesky Night Fury.

One giant foot crashed down, nearly silent. And Hiccup pressed himself further against the wall, head going to the side and both arms rising in a feeble attempt to protect himself. But, even with his back pressed against this wall, even being trapped and staring death in the eyes, Hiccup didn't regret his decision to not tell his father about Toothless. He regretted being found out and being banished, but even his father, even all of Berk, wouldn't be able to take down this beast.

So, even though he was able to die, the secret would die with him.

As long as Astrid didn't blab about it.

Hiccup waiting another moment, expecting to feel the coarse tongue and shivers induced by the horrid bloody breath of the beast, but nothing more happened. Just the same growl. The same glare.

He lowered his arms, but was careful to stay against the wall. The Green Death lowered her head and bared her teeth. Teeth that were thrice the size of Hiccup.

The squalls of dragons still rang loudly above them, the growl still rumbled the canyon's floor, the two still stared at one another; nothing else had changed.

The beast shifted, head turned to get a full image of the cowering child. It was almost comical – the beast was too large to take down this puny bag of flesh. It could snap up Zipplebacks and Gronckles without even a hint of indigestion, with plenty of room in its mouth and stomach to spare, but this small toothpick was her downfall? Ridiculous.

And Hiccup knew better than to move. He had the same thoughts as the dragon before him. If she tried to eat him, her mouth would smash against the boulders and teeth would scrape against the floor in front of him. In other words, being small finally had its advantage.

They both looked to her massive claws, as if thinking about the consequences of her smashing it down on the boy's skull.

Too big. Too bulky. Too slow.

The boy could easily run and cover.

Another point for being small.

And the queen was stumped for a moment. Stumped, just like she was for eliminating the last of the Night Furies in her domain. When they were in packs, it has been easy to snatch them up in the crowds of dragons. Crowds the prevented them from hiding and escaping. But just the one? It was aggravating at best.

Especially when that dragon only brought him this morsel. Something so insignificant that it wouldn't even get the taste of Zippleback gas out of her mouth.

But then again...the Night Fury may have done his queen a courtesy. This boy was the rider of the _only _Night Fury. The _only _rider of dragons.

And it controlled dragons. Controlled the Night Fury, to some extent.

Perhaps...

Hiccup slowly moved out of the dragon's sight, as it seemed to have drifted away in thoughts. Thoughts about killing him, no doubt. Because even though Hiccup was intrigued with this beast, intrigued with its blunt spikes, many eyes and boulder-like tail, he knew that some dragons weren't meant to be trained.

Some were meant to be left alone. And in rare cases, cases perhaps like this, they needed to be killed.

But the question was...how?

The Green Death suddenly whipped her head around and crashed into a stalagmite, but she wasn't fazed. Her eyes once again bored into Hiccup's with a new lust.

Hiccup only had the chance to gulp before she let out a long, ear-shattering roar. The entire mountain seemed to shake from the intensity of the sound. Hiccup huddled over, hands pressed to his ears and face morphed in both fear and pain.

The silence that followed the terrible scream was almost as bad as the wail itself.

Hiccup hesitantly let his hands fall to his chest to cover his pounding heart. The great beast in front of him slowly bowed her head and took a single step away from his, eyes going wide.

"Wha...?"

It grumbled lowly, almost resembling a purr. Hiccup stepped forward, ready to spring back at any moment, but the beast only lowered her head further. He stretched out his hand, fingers shaking badly as they approached the area below the queen's jaw line – as far up as Hiccup could reach. Her eyes narrowed as she focused on the tiny hand, but she didn't lunge.

Instead, she stretched out. And, for the first time, her scales met human skin.

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

"Take cover!" Stoic yelled as a throng of Nadder spikes was hurled towards the village. The Berkians watched as a Nightmare raced in the projectiles path and lit them on fire. The villagers scattered like fish running from the nets.

"They're organizing!" Stoic yelled again, his sword meeting the face of a Gronkle. "Take them while they regroup!"

Gobber yelled his battle cry and raced towards a Zippleback. The yellow serpent's back was to the Viking as it provided a nauseous green cover for its brethren. The dragon only turned, eyes murderous, when Goober slammed his axe into its tail, cutting it clean off. If one head made a loud roar, then the two must have shattered the dismembered Viking's eardrums.

But Gobber didn't let this faze him. "That got yer attention," he laughed as he jumped out of the way of a new burst of gas. "Come on, you've got more in ya than that!"

All it took was one wrong snap of its jaw for the two heads to become one.

"Ha! Not so tough now!"

Not so tough as the beast twitched once before it became still under the final slice.

Astrid and Fishlegs turned away at this death, for they had just emerged from the trees and hid in an alley that wasn't bathed in green.

"Remember, listen for a Night Fury," Astrid reminded the boy next to her as they backed away from the dead dragon. "That may be Toothless."

"Right. Or it may be a wild Night Fury looking for a snack!"

"Fishlegs!"

"Sorry! It's just, what if we can't do what Hiccup did?"

Astrid shook her head at this. "We can, Fishlegs," she said, leaving no room for argument. "We have to."

As soon as the words left her mouth, the two were confronted by a Nadder, which had cut them off. Fishlegs cowered by the unarmed girl and nearly fell to his knees to plead of mercy from the beast. Astrid took a breath and moved slowly, hands in the air.

"It's okay," she whispered in the most soothing tone Viking-ly possible. "I won't hurt you." It may have been an empty promise, but anything to keep her head from being blasted off.

"The Deadly Nadder," Fishlegs mumbled to himself. "Capable of shooting poisonous spikes and has one the hottest flames known to dragons."

"You're not helping!" Astrid hissed at him, eyes still on the green-blue creature. The dragon lifted its wings and glared at the anger in her voice, but Astrid was quick to wipe it from her face. "It's okay!" she tried to reassure. She put her hands up to be level with the Nadder's nose. "Just leave and you wont' be hurt, okay?"

The Nadder just continued to watch the girl.

"Please, just go. If you want to be killed, then stay. But, as a," she nearly choked on this next word. "As a _friend, _please go."

With that said, the dragon spread its wings and took off in the direction opposite of the village.

"D-did," Astrid stuttered, eyes travelling between her hands and Fishlegs. "Did you see that?!"

"No, not really," Fishlegs admitted, his hands leaving his face and exposing his eyes.

"I made it fly away!" she commented, awestruck. "With my _words!" _She looked to the burning village, a small smile on her face. She kicked an axe away from her foot and motioned to Fishlegs. "Come on, we've got work to do!"

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

**Chibiyu: **I'm back (finally). Sorry about the long wait guys, it's been madness lately. One more chapter until a time skip to the HtTyD2 timeline. Until Next Update!


	5. The Anarchy

**The Anarchy**
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Hiccup couldn't even begin to describe the emotions that raged through his small frame when his hand touched the Red Death. Once he got over the blood thundering fear and managed to get his heart rate under control, he could identify something bigger than himself; the steady heartbeat of the massive beast in front of him. The massive shuddering of her muscles as she took a breath. The chips and cracks in her skin and scales from the battles with other dragons. And the stunted feeling of curiosity and respect.

If he wasn't so shocked from the stink of the beast's breath, Hiccup may have smiled.

The Queen broke the contact and turned her head to regard the child. Again, she was stumped by how he did it. His touch made her skin crawl, made her remember the guts his people spilled and filled her nostrils with the smell of their kinds bloody history. How did the Night Fury not see what she did? A vile beast, and although a runt, still a threat. It was always the smaller ones that packed the biggest punch. The smaller ones that were smarter and faster.

She learned this the hard way with the pesky black flea.

And on top of this, she wanted nothing more than to snap up this pathetic morsel to stave off the rumble in her stomach. But her servants would be back soon enough to right this wrong; a Queen, after all, should never go hungry. So this boy was lucky again. Lucky that she knew food was on its way. Lucky he was smart enough to evade her. And stupid enough to step out into the light.

But how was she to go about this? He wasn't a dragon, so her normal method of find her food or become the food would not quite work with this one. Of course, there was something else holding the dragons to her – something more grand than fear. The throne of this red painted mountain was earned. All it took was her killing the previous leader and her making a new crown from the old one's bones. But that wouldn't work on this boy. Even if she killed his tribe's leader, he would do all he could to defy her. That was simply the misguided way of the flesh-bags.

She lifted her head to remove the human's hand – the contact had gone on for far too long. And the Night Fury, when it did show up, would not like to see his human so close to the Queen.

"Why?" the boy whispered, as though afraid to speak louder. "Why me? Why do you control the other dragons?"

The Queen looked back to the boy, for her attention had been diverted to the hole he had fallen from, and narrowed her eyes. Why him? He would know soon enough. And why the other dragons? Because they make her life better. And they kill the ones who threaten her. Who threaten the entire dragon race.

"Well, I at least need to name you?"

_Name? _The Queen growled lowly at this word.

"Whoa!" Hiccup held his hands up. "No name then?"

Not when the Queen already had one. But she couldn't convey it, not in her current st-

That was it. The answer to "how." If the Queen could have smiled, she would have.

"No name, then? Alright, then this could be a weird," Hiccup continued to ramble as he nervously shifted his weight. His eyes focused on the Seadragonus Giganticus Maximus in front of him, while ears strained for the familiar whistling of Toothless. "How do I train a dragon with no name?"

In any other circumstance, the word "train" would have the Queen's blooding boiling and the gas within her swirling, but she was too caught up in her idea to notice. Too centered on the burning in her chest that had nothing to do with the sparks that threatened to fry this toothpick of a boy to a crisp. Too unaware of anything but the hidden power of her species to care.

"Okay, so what should I even call you?" Hiccup questioned, only now noticing the misty eyes of the monster in front of him. "A-are you alright?"

With a blink, the mist cleared and the dragon let out a pain-filled shriek. The shriek covered the sound of everything: the rockslides as the mighty dragon slammed itself into the walls of the cavern, the yelp as Hiccup dodged the falling rocks with hands over his ears, and the whistle of a Night Fury entering the cavern and landing protectively in front of his rider.

And then, with a huff of breath that had both Toothless and Hiccup turn away from the sheer heat, it was over. The only sound now was the panting of the monstrous Queen.

Although Toothless was urging Hiccup to get on his back, the Viking did not obey.

"What was that?" he asked, hands slowly falling back to his side for the umpteenth time since this meeting.

The Queen showed no indication of hearing him.

"What did you...?"

"Naladeth."

Toothless whipped his head towards the new voice, but Hiccup turned, eyes wide. "What?" he whispered.

"My name," came the girl's voice once again. "Is Naladeth."

The girl stepped closer to the gray beast, which lifted and shook its head before it glared at the pair. The girl paid the movement no attention as she stepped further into the red light.

"Who...?"

The comparison stopped Hiccup's question cold. The girl stood with the posture of power and had eyes that could only be matched by the beast's behind her. They shone with a mix of malice, victory, and a trace of respect for the scene before her. The color couldn't be identified in the horrid lighting, but deep down, Hiccup knew they matched the Red Death's. And they weren't the only thing. Her fingers curled around her waist, the contrasting red of her claw-like nails was vivid against the gray-scaled dress she wore. And though she looked to be around 19 in age, the aura of wisdom and knowledge radiated from her small frame.

"Young Viking," the girl laughed, her voice not at all matching her tiny stature. "You ride a Night Fury and you know the ways of dragons, but you do not yet know everything."

Hiccup could only stare, mouth slightly agape.

"Naladeth is my name. And you intrigued me. My subjects and I have never met a smart Viking," the girl stated. "They seem to be of a rare breed."

"Wh-what are you?"

Naladeth smiled, her hand resting on the leg of the Queen. "I find it rude," she whispered. "I have allowed you to live, allowed you to touch me, and told you my name, and yet I know nothing of you. Tell me, what is your name?"

Hiccup blinked once, still ignoring how Toothless pranced nervously around him. "Hiccup."

Naladeth seemed to smirk at the name. "Hiccup? An odd name for once so...respectful. To tame a Night Fury is impressive. Especially since your people tend to cut off the heads of anything that moves."

Hiccup, for once, was without a sarcastic quip. He was utterly speechless.

"But because you answered my question Hiccup, allow me to answer yours. I am the Queen of Dragons in this region. I am the beautiful thing you see behind me. And to answer how this can be, well, every dragon has a special ability, do they not?"

She walked closer to them, only glancing at Toothless when he growled. "A Changewing can changes its color to become a better hunter. A Nightmare can light itself on fire." She smiled to Toothless. "And a Night Fury is the unholy offspring of lightning and death – pure, unlimited, power and unmatchable intelligence."

She knelt in front of Toothless, wary of his snapping jaw. "And a heart that is said to bond so strongly that it will stop at nothing to protect what it loves."

She stood again, arms flourished. "And this is what _I _can do. A power _only _right for a Queen." She reached out to Hiccup and put one hand over, as if to touch Toothless.

"What is that?" Hiccup asked, wary of the outstretched hand.

"It has to do with the mind, Hiccup. For this filthy body is a mere illusion of what you can understand. A way to communicate and create a bond with the most respectable and powerful Viking of this land. Because my power is of the mind, I cannot show it to you in a physical sense. If you take this form's hand, or touch in the case of your dragon's, I can show it to you both. And _only _you two. No one else will know. No one else will see this body of a human girl. Only one. But _you _have to trust me."

Hiccup reached out, but hesitated, fingers curling in as his hand stayed outstretched.

"If I trust you," Hiccup started, eyes determined. "Will you call of the raid on Berk? Will you stop hurting my people?"

Only Toothless could hear the agitation in the Queen's stomach and the low growl in the back of the girl's throat.

"Berk?" she tapped her lips, a smile on her face. "That is your homeland? And you wish to protect it?" She extended her hand once more to Hiccup. "I promise. After all, why would I want to attack the land of the Viking I plan on _befriending_?"

Hiccup nodded once and looked to Toothless. "Together, bud?" Toothless did not seemed convinced. "It's for Berk, Toothless. For my friends and family." Even though they deserted him, it didn't mean he would desert them. And maybe without the constant threat, he could return with Toothless and convince his father to give dragons a chance. Maybe he could change this.

"We will change the world, Hiccup," Naladeth whispered, a kind smile on her face. "The three of us will redefine the relations between dragons and humans."

That was all Hiccup needed to hear before he reached out his hand to hers. And Toothless, seeing his friend do this, wanted to knock Hiccup away, throw him on his back and never return to this forsaken place. But he could only do so much with the Red Death looming over him, eyes threatening of murder. So when Hiccup's hand nearly met her skin, the Night Fury had no choice to raise his snout to her girl's hand.

Because if he couldn't protect Hiccup by stopping him, he would have to protect him by staying with him. No matter the cost.

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

"Look!"

Astrid, whose attention had been on the Nightmare in front of her, brushed off Fishleg's outburst. "Fly off," she urged the large dragon. "Get away from here!"

The Nightmare spread its wings and took off, the wind buffering Astrid so much that she almost fell over.

"They're all flying away!"

Astrid looked up to see it was true: the entire sky was filled with the rainbow flapping of wings.

"We did it!" she exclaimed, eyes in awe of the scene. "Fishlegs, we did it! They're leaving! Without our food!"

"But no Hiccup."

Astrid set her jaw at this. "Then we have to prepare Berk for when he does come back, Fishlegs! There will be more dragons. Dragons we can find and train like Hiccup did. If we can make them leave Berk without food and without doing a lot of damage, then we can do what Hiccup did!"

Fishlegs nodded, fear still in his round face.

"We'll start small," she continued to plan. "One Terrible Terror. Then we'll move up." She turned to her partner. "We can do this, Fishlegs. And once we get the Terror under control, we can show the others. They should side with us."

"Why would they do that?"

Astrid smirked. "Well, the twins like anything that cause destruction," she led on, gesturing for Fishlegs to continue.

"So they'll love the idea of sitting on two tons of firepower!"

"Exactly!"

"And Snotlout's completely in love with you so a kiss should convince him...!"

"Whoa," Astrid cut him off, horror and disgust mixed on her face. "Let's not get too crazy."

Fishleg's started to smile at the plan. "Are we actually going to do this?"

Astrid nodded once. "Grab the book of dragons. We've got work to do."

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

**Chibiyu: **So this is my logic: the Red Death has to control the dragons somehow, right? So what if it could extend this control to humans as well? And this will tie into the HtTyD2 plot (as shown from the trailer - contains major spoiler if you haven't already watched it). Next chapter marks a time skip. There will be flashbacks to fill in the holes – no worries, you won't be left in the dark. Until Next Update!

Question time: do you prefer me calling it the Green Death or Red Death? 


	6. Five Long Years

**Five Long Years**
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His life on Berk was nothing but a blurred memory. The excitement and experiences just five years have brought to Hiccup was enough to wipe away any of the sorrow he held for his banishment. Now, the word "father" meant nothing to him. And the names of his old friends were long gone. And he liked it that way. It gave him the giddy chills to think back and recall only scenes and nameless faces. Because deep down, he knew he was never one of them. And now, he had forged a new life for himself; a life as the master of the skies and oceans. The near-unbreakable connection between the beasts created by Gods and the ones who mimic their image.

"Take it in, bud," Hiccup smiled as him and Toothless flew into the pyre-colored clouds. "Another great day gone." He absentmindedly patted under the Night Furies chin.

Toothless seemed to agree in his steady silence. For a moment, the only sound in the sky was the dragon's powerful down strokes and the calming whisper of the wind.

"Stormfly's getting faster," the young man commented as he thought about the day. "Must be the chicken diet. Too bad you're partial to cod."

As an answer, the Night Fury took on a new burst of speed, eyes playful but frame tense.

"Toothless!" Hiccup laughed. "Come on, she could never beat you."

The dragon slowed again, letting out his hearty chuckle.

"Bark and Belch are finally working together. Meatlug's speed is improving and her tail bludgeon can knock out Hookfang now. And Hookfang," Hiccup shook his head, almost laughing. "Well, let's just say my cousin would get along with him." The image of the burly Viking boy came to his head, his failed attempts to Astrid, and his 'all talk and no game' method.

The boy leaned back as much as he could in Toothless's saddle, closing his eyes for a moment to enjoy the ride.

"And to think, bud," he wistfully said. "This all started because a Viking wouldn't kill a dragon."

The one memory he hadn't let slide away was the day he met Toothless. The way he looked at the downed Night Fury and, in his eyes, saw the fear, the desperation, and the acceptance of a horrible fate. The fate of someone who was completely and utterly helpless; dependent on the fate of another person. In other words, the day he saw himself in the eyes of his enemy.

And when he first rode the dragon. His crotch becoming violently jarred as Toothless lunged into the air, with Hiccup still finishing the attachment of the prosthetic limb. But the feeling of weightlessness, the wind racing over him, and how he felt like a god. And the way every Viking looked smaller than he was.

"Five years," Hiccup sighed, opening his eyes and grinning. "Can you believe it, bud?"

Five years.

The young man glanced back to examine the tailfin he had continuously been changing and upgrading. It had gone from a horribly standout light brown, to covered in melted multi-colored scales, and now it was sleek and black, a perfect match to the dragon it was attached to. As Toothless grew, more of his scales were shed. So, with the help of the island's new inhabitants, Hiccup had managed to match the new rig so it blended without a hitch.

Of course, Hiccup had tried to make Toothless mobile without him, but the Night Fury hadn't wanted it. And Naladeth didn't want it. And Hiccup wasn't even sure he wanted it. He had seen too many dragons fly away and never return. His heart told him that Toothless would always stay by his side, but his head knew that his first friend desired to fly free.

Although Toothless _was _a Night Fury, there wasn't any promise that he would return. And not knowing, standing on the edge of the Red Death's mountain searching without success for his friend's 42 foot long wingspan, that was what scared Hiccup.

But that was in the past.

The ex-Viking bowed his head as he adjusted Toothless's tailfin to send them into a spiraling descent.

Five years.

When the pair had first arrived, it had been a lifeless, boiling rock. But now, the island buzzed. Houses had popped up on the mountainside; they were as sturdy as the stone crevices their front door covered. The rubble that used to line the beach was cleared away and rich ash-filled soil had been discovered. What was once a gray graveyard had been turned into a lush green haven.

Terrible Terrors buzzed around the crops, their smoke doing wonders to keeping away the seasonal bugs who dared to brave the dragons. The Nightmares did work to lift away the heavier boulders so the population could grow. The Gronckles ate into the mountainside to create more homes. And the Nadder's used their spikes and super-hot fire to build in the forge, and to hold together whatever wood the people used.

And the people. Over the years, Hiccup and Toothless had flown as far as the Night Fury's wings could take him. Him and Naladeth. They convinced small villagers of their partnership with the monster's that used to be a burden. They took select people and families to their island to teach them the ways of dragons. To create a more peaceful world.

Because of their efforts, Vikings were on the backs of dragons. Using them, befriending them, making peace with them. It was an amazing sight to see. They shared the same land, grew and herded the same food, fished with tremendous success thanks to the water-based dragons –they lived a life no one knew could be obtained. It was nearly perfect.

All of it was because of the Red Death's choice to not kill him and Toothless. Her choice to, as she put it, exercise her right as Queen in order to speak to them. To control where the world of her subjects went next. And it had all been perfect.

As long as the Red Deaths dragon body was fed, respected, and worshipped as Queen, all was well.

"And why shouldn't she be treated that way?" Hiccup mused as Toothless spiraled into the top of the mountain and into the red glow. He landed on the very same ledge when he and Astrid first witnessed the greatness of the Queen.

"And who are you talking about?"

Hiccup smiled as he dismounted and gave a half-bow. Naladeth smiled in return, her eyes almost rolling at his actions.

"You," he answered in his dry-laughter voice. "After all, you didn't eat us."

"Best decision I ever made," she laughed, flicking her fingers through the end of her vivid red hair. Even without the proper lighting, Hiccup now knew her eyes _did _match the Red Death's. He knew that her hair, which was tied around itself in a regal sort of braid that looped around the back of her head and came to rest over her right shoulder, matched the red in the Queen's spikes. And he also knew, that through the five years since he met her, she had barely aged a day.

"But we still have a long way to go before we can unite the humans and dragons. The Vikings we've brought here accept that dragons are the higher race, but that they can be befriended and made peace with. They accept me as their one Queen," Naladeth praised, arms raised towards the opening in the sky. "However," she whispered, arms lowered. "There are many more who still hunt my subjects. And in turn," she looked to Hiccup. "Hunt the humans who ride them."

Hiccup nodded once. "Vikings are stubborn," we his only reply.

Naladeth snorted once as she turned her back to the young man. "Yes, yes they are. But I expect better from you, Hiccup. You tamed the Night Fury. You started this entire new line of history. _You _did this and _you _have to finish it." As she spoke, disappointment seethed through her words like a snake slithering around stones. "Don't make me regret my decision of not eating you."

"I won't."

"Then why aren't you trying harder?!"

Hiccup and Toothless both recoiled at the sudden venom.

"You take me to the small villages, the places that cannot and _will not _survive without our help. The _weak. _I have little need for these people! They can barely fill my stomach! I need a bigger, more powerful prize then them!"

"What do you want...?"

"More land! More people! _More than this!" _

"You know how my people acted when I tried to tell them," Hiccup reasoned with her, wary of the anger boiling in her eyes and of the grumbling down in the pit below. "We had to start small. More people on our side meant a better chance at convincing the more powerful tribes."

Naladeth scoffed. "With me by your side, you won't have to worry about that. Vikings know a Queen when they see one."

"And they will see you as a threat!" Hiccup argued. "They will think you want to take over their land and force their people under your rule!"

Naladeth was quiet at this. "But what if that is what I want, Hiccup? What _we _want?"

"We?"

She nodded, her eyes hungry as she stared at the young man. "You want peace. And peace cannot and will not happen with the humans as the world's leaders. Their views are too..."

"Narrow," Hiccup finished, the word feeling more like Naladeth's than his.

"Exactly. Dragons can easily purge this land of the pests that destroy nature, but we choose not to. We choose to help them. To befriend them. To make peace with them. All thanks to you, my dear Hiccup. The one rule, _my rule, _will grant this wish. Under me, there will be no more violence between our races unless it is absolutely needed. People will write songs about how the Fearless and Great and Useful Hiccup, and his partner, the Almighty Toothless, made the sun rise again on a world previously splattered in hatred and blood."

"Songs?"

She nodded. "About how the two heroes ended the winter and brought warmth to the hearts of men. This is what _you _want too, Hiccup. You want this. Just as I do."

Hiccup nodded once, eyes glossy as he stared into the red pit below them. "Yeah, you're right. It's what I want."

"Then we should take our next flight to a larger island. One with brutes who can protect us without hesitation. We need a leader who is vile and cruel, but who knows his place in the anarchy. We need someone..."

"Treacherous."

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

Berk buzzed with life as it had never buzzed before. Five years; that was the length of time the catapults had been unused and gathering dust and salt stains. Five years, the age of the oldest building. And five years since a dragon head had been speared into the ground as a warning. Now, under the ashes of old fire, the crops seemed to thrive. The people bustled without fear. The waters were no longer treacherous with hidden fangs. Minus the sharks, of course.

All would seem well.

But the Berkians knew better than that. Without their sport of dragon killing, how would they cope with the long winters? How would they test their strengths and become men? What was there to teach the children who already knew how to fish, hunt or farm?

In short, it was all the Vikings of Berk knew. That, and the loss of the Chief's only heir. Two things the island would never forget. The scars were forever etched on the sea-bashed rocks, the floral patterns in the burned forests, and the emptiness in the forge. The lack of roars, of screams, and banging on metal. The lack of anything that made life on Berk familiar.

But it was good for most. Good for the ones who were too little to hold a sword. Good for the ones who stayed up, worrying at night for the little ones to be flown away. Good for those who never liked putting out fires or cleaning the feces. Good for the sheep farmers. Good for the peace.

But Vikings never were good at letting things go. The fact that Stoic could never step foot into the forge and the fact he had rebuilt his house with Hiccup's room in it during the final raid, those proved this well.

In fact, the only people who were able to strut around with some hope for the island's future were the teens. The ones who always hated the useless-stick-in-the-mud known as Hiccup. But this was for a very different reason.

They strutted around Berk, gaining looks of completely disbelief every time they passed. But nothing was spectacular about their images. Older, more mature, and scruffy on the guy's part, but nothing worth the gawking. Nothing, except for the runt of a Terrible Terror that was perched happily on Astrid's shoulder.

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

**Chibiyu: **Red Death it is, then. Also, the masses seemed to like the idea of an anti-hero sort of Hiccup who brings peace to humans/dragonkind. A tad cliché of a plot, but I have a few twists and turns in mind. No promises as to where this story will end up when it is all said and done. If you haven't noticed, I tend to not follow the traditional.

And before any of you ask, yes there will be some Hicstrid and no, Toothless will not gain the ability to speak to Hiccup. In my opinion, that makes him lose his charm as a character and is the easy way out. It's easy to shape a character through their dialogue, and I want to challenge myself with a mute. And I mean absolutely no offense to anyone who has made Toothless capable of talking to Hiccup.

And _very soon, _the two plotlines will merge together. And next chapter will make (most) things clear!

Sorry for not responding to the reviews for last chapter! Until Next Update


	7. Quick Author's Note

Hey guys, I know you're all waiting for the new update, and it will come eventually, I promise. However, with my second year at a university now over, with my run of working two jobs now slowing (one gets slower in the summer, but doesn't go away), and more hours being freed, I now realize that I am completely burnt out.

During the school year, I just didn't have time to write. When I did, it was often spent on writing news articles for one of my jobs. The other part of the free time was sent reconstructing whatever social life I had left. That is why I didn't update for the long while.

Now, however, with summer upon me, I just want to relax and turn off my mind for a little bit. I am afraid that if I begin to write and push myself again, I will lose all will to continue the story. I hope you guys understand!

And I can almost guarantee there will be an update after How to Train your Dragon 2 is released. I only plan on watching it 5 times, so...

But in all seriousness, thanks for your continued support with this and your patience. I know it's been a long time and I know I've let you guys down a little. But fear not, I will be continuing this! All I need is a little time to finally relax.

Thank you again!

And if any of you want to follow me on Twitter for better updates on this kind of stuff, you can find me Pitchforkmaster. Because, you know, I am the master of all pitchforks, therefore angry mobs have no effect on me.

And if you want to play me in Minecraft, my username is Zephyryn (Zeph-er-in), and I commonly play on the free server Mineplex. ( . com)

Thanks again, guys! I will see you soon!

~Chibiyu


	8. Unwanted Risks

**Unwanted Risks**
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"Enough is enough!" Stoic bellowed, slamming his fist down on the table. Everyone gathered around the Great Hall table flinched at this display. "These disappearances need to be solved!"

"But Stoic," Gobber tried to reason. "Berk hasn't seen any trouble in years. Why ruin that?"

The chief turned to his best friend with nothing less than a glare on his face. "Because, Gobber, our allies are vanishing without a trace."

"And our enemies," Gobber shrugged. "Is there a problem with that?"

Stoic pulled at this beard. "But _good people _are missing too, Gobber. Do you expect us to turn our backs on them?"

Gobber sighed. "No. But we don't even know where they've gone."

Stoic pointed to the giant map spread before them. Red circles were scattered about the smaller islands. All of the marked spaces were close together, spreading to the corner of the map. However, one thing was obvious about them.

"They all lead back to the nest."

"The nest?"

"Dragons? Taking humans?"

"Why not us?"

The hushed whispered of the surrounded Vikings unknowingly spoke of their chief's exact worries.

It was Spitlout who stepped forward. "You want us to attack the dragon's nest? That could provoke more raids! Five years would be wasted!"

"I know what it means!" Stoic roared. "But we can't turn a blind eye to this!"

The whispers continued, eyes shifting in uncertainty.

"It has been five years," Stoic said with a soft voice. "Berk's economy has indeed thrived since the raids stopped." He looked to the group surrounding him. "But without the dragons, its people have grown weak."

The murmuring stopped instantly at this statement.

"The dragons have forced us to grow. Did we give up on our village when it was completely burned down?"

Some shook their heads.

"No, we rebuilt it!" Stoic's eyes flared at this statement. "When dragons carried off my wife, did I give up on you?"

Everyone dropped their heads.

"No! I started the dragon training academy so everyone could be prepared! And when my son sided with those beasts," he paused slightly at the pang in his heart. "Did I fall prey to his insanity and let those monsters into our homes?"

Stoic stood straight and pointed to the door. "There is only one dragon left on the entire island. A _hiccup _of a Terrible Terror, one stupid enough to befriend those teenagers. And how much trouble has that caused us?"

"It broke into my house and scratched my children!" one mother yelled, her hands covered in recent red lines.

One man stepped forward, seething eyes. "It ate my fish! And my nets have holes in them, thanks to that beast."

"Dragons are still the enemy!" Stoic encouraged. "We all remember what the raids did to us. And there is no guarantee that the dragons won't target us again. We need to stop them before they stop us."

Spitlout nodded, his hand on his sword. "Why haven't we taken care of that Terror in the first place? It was silly of us to not rip its head off when the kids first showed it to us!"

They all nodded in agreement.

"That dragon will be taken care of," Stoic promised. "But we need to prepare ourselves first. Mark my words, that Terrible Terror's blood will mark the beginning of a new era for Viking's everywhere!"

As the cheering commenced, a shadow slipped out of the Great Hall and slipped silently through the large double doors.

The small figure skipped down the steps and jetted over the low-rise wall. She landed neatly on the path and raced passed house after house. She didn't slow her stride when her feet met the creaking wooden of Berk's longest bridge. She didn't stop when she ducked under the slow rising gate of the Dragon Arena. In fact, Astrid only stopped when a Terrible Terror landed on her shoulder and her friends turned to look at her.

"So?" Snotlout asked while crossing his arms. "Are they just going to sit back or is it time to kick some butts?"

"I don't think the chief would provoke another attack," Fishlegs said. "Would he?"

"He would," Astrid nodded. "But that's not all. He is going to kill Sharpshot."

"What? No one is going to touch our dragon!" Tuffnut shouted.

"Yeah! If they try, we'll protect him!" Ruffnut agreed.

"I'll defeat anyone who comes after him," Snotlout continued. "With my face!"

Astrid and Fishlegs shared a look.

"Or," Fishlegs cut off the three. "He can fly away and hide."

Astrid nodded. "That could work," she agreed. "But there's more." She told them about Stoic's plan to attack the nest. "They are going to kill every single dragon, not just Sharpshot."

The teens shared a look.

"They don't even know where the nest is," Snotlout said. "I think the dragons will be fine. Stoic will just return with half his ships and a burning mast. Just like last time."

"I don't think so," Fishlegs intervened. "The other raids gave our navigators a good lead. The dragons could be in trouble."

"They're dragons," Ruff sighed. "They aren't afraid of Vikings. Except for me, of course."

"And me," Tuff puffed out his chest. "See?" He advanced slowly on Sharpshot, arms out and hands curled like claws. "Boo!" The Terror licked its eyeball before it lunged at the twin, latching itself on his nose.

"Right," Astrid rolled her eyes, ignoring the commotion behind her. "When we found Sharpshot, he was cowering in fear and alone. He couldn't even fly thanks to an arrow in his wing! There have to be dragons like that at the nest. It is the safest place for them, after all!"

"But Astrid," Fishles again interrupted. "Sharpshot's wing was the exact reason he didn't leave with the other dragons! He had no choice but to trust us. Maybe this isn't what we're supposed to do. Maybe it was just the gods testing us!"

The blonde turned and pointed to the sky. "No. The gods wouldn't have sent all the dragons away, except one, to test teenagers. And even if they did, it's obvious what the test is! It is our _duty_ to change everyone's mind about dragons. If we help the dragons at the nest, and show Stoic that they can be tamed, then maybe things can change."

Fishlegs bit his lip. "I don't know, Astrid. What if the other dragon's aren't like Sharpshot? What if, you know, four Vikings coming to their nest isn't seen as a sign of friendship? We could be eaten! Fried to a crisp!"

"It will work!" Astrid shut up the young man by grabbing the front of his fur vest. "And even if it doesn't, Sharpshot can't fly all of that way on his own. If we can't get the dragons to trust us, then at least we can get him to safety."

"Okay, say we agree to this, how are we going to get there? We need a boat!" Snotlout crossed his arms.

"Leave that to us," Tuff smiled, thumb to his chest.

"Yeah," Ruff agreed. "The guard is no match for us."

Everyone shared a look before Astrid stepped forward. "Okay, then it's settled. We'll meet an hour before sunrise," she smiled. "Then we let Sharpshot lead us to the nest. Any questions?"

"Should we bring weapons?"

"No. We go unarmed. Understood?" Astrid glared at Snotlout in accusation. The boy's hand went his dagger, a disgruntled look on his face.

"Fine, no weapons. But what about food?"

Fishlegs stepped forward at this. "We all need to bring something to last a couple of days, but not enough for our parents, or the chief, to notice."

Ruff laughed at this. "Just make it look like Sharpshot took it. That's what we do."

Astrid's palm met her face. "Okay, one more framing won't hurt him. But that's it. Everyone understand? Good. Stay away from Stoic and we should be fine. Sharpshot, you're almost home."

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

Hiccup paced back and forth on the rocky shore, eyes only to the horizon. How could he bring himself to put everything on this island in danger? The laughter of children coming from the windows lit with glow of Fireworms, the purr of dragons as their riders pet them, and the silence of peace. It all could end with one wrong move. With the wrong people coming to their island.

He knew he should trust Nala, but he knew what they would be up against. She didn't. These were the people who killed people without reason. One step on their land and there would be an arrow sticking out of you. An ax if you dared to taken another.

If they failed at bringing the bigger villages to understand this peace, there was no telling what could happen. All of the work accomplished in five years, all of the people they've brought to this island to learn how to coexist with dragons, it could all end in murder.

Hiccup didn't even want to think of what would happen if they flew into their territory. He knew Toothless would protect them from anything, but Hiccup could only do so much to protect him.

"What am I going to do?" he mused, hand running through his hair. He turned to see Night Fury chasing after Stormfly in a game of tag. A smile tugged at his lips, but it never made it to a full sign of happiness. "I can't risk all of this peace."

Hiccup kicked a pebble into the surf, hands crossing and brow furrowing.

"Why can't you just trust me?"

The twenty year old didn't even turn to look at Naladeth.

"You don't understand people like I do."

If Hiccup had been looking, he would have seen his company's nose flare and eyes narrow.

"I don't understand?" she whispered, voice calm but with a fiery undertone. "Look at my subjects, Hiccup. Look at their scars and torn wings. Look at their lost limbs and fear. The only reason every single dragon on this island isn't dead is because I protected them! It is my smoke that covers this island from prying eyes! My roar that quakes the earth and upsets the rocks! And my followers who overturn the ships."

Hiccup's head lowered slightly, but he still didn't face the girl.

"I grew up with them. I know what they are capable of doing. You don't see them killing the dragons. You don't understand what they can do. You only know about the ones they let get away."

Nala took a long breath to relieve the tension in her shoulders, but her fists remained tightly clenched.

"I know. We may have killed hundreds of them, but Hiccup, they have killed thousands of us. I do admit that I am not as well versed in their methods, but killing is simple. You take your skills and drive them through the enemy's heart or use it to chop off their heads. Or do these people kill dragons differently?"

Hiccup slowly shook his head. "But they don't do it quickly. There is no mercy where you want to go!" As much as he tried to hide the quiver in his voice, it still came through. He turned to look at the apparition of a female, eyes set. "Those clans are not people who can be persuaded."

"Tell me, Hiccup," Nala suddenly cut him off, eyes only curious. "Do they fear their leader?"

Hiccup stared at her for a moment, caught off guard by this question. "Yes."

Nala smiled. "And if the leader's mind was changed, will they change theirs out of fear?"

"Probably," Hiccup shrugged. "But you can't know what they'll do. These people were shunned by society and banished from their own island. They don't really listen to anyone."

"Sounds like we'd get along, then," Nala laughed. "Hiccup, we aren't alone in this. The dragons will help us. And all you need to do is get their leader to this island. He won't be able to do much once he is on my land."

Hiccup didn't respond to this, but he did look away from Nala and back towards the ocean.

"Hiccup," she sighed as she walked next to him. "They're no match for you and Toothless. And I would never put you in harm's way. If we want to expand our message of peace between races, then you have to take risks. Besides," she began to laugh again. "I doubt Alvin the Treacherous, His Most Mighty Murderousness Great High Chieftain of the Outcast Tribe, will be anything like his name suggests."

"You don't know him."

"No, but I do know he's never seen a Night Fury. Or a Night Fury rider. Or an army of dragons being commanded by a single twenty year old, who won't even need to speak to control them. In short, Hiccup, I know that he will never be prepared for you. For us."

Hiccup, though he agreed with most of this statement, crossed his arms again. "I still don't understand how we're spreading a message of peace with an army."

Naladeth only shrugged. "Think of it as a defensive alternative, not as an offensive strike. I can't afford to lose you."

"Fine," Hiccup reluctantly agreed. "But we're doing this my way. Just you, me, Toothless, and a few other dragons. No army. Outcast island is prepared for that."

Naladeth's mouth formed a thin line, but she eventually nodded. "You're knowledge is greater than mine. A stealth mission it is. Leave at night, then. If you're not home by midday, I am sending my army after you and Toothless. Is that agreeable?"

"I don't know how fast I can get this done."

"Is that _agreeable?_"

"Yes," Hiccup breathed.

"Good. Next time I see you, make sure the Great High Chief Alvin bows."

Hiccup watched the girl saunter off before getting distracted by Toothless nudging at his side. "Remind me to never argue against a dragon," the boy humorlessly laughed. "Are you ready for this, bud?"

The Night Fury's eyes reflected the worry on Hiccup's face, but the dragon offered no alternative.

"Can I really ask to put you and Stormfly in danger?"

As an answer, Stormfly landed next to the teen, looking at him with trusting eyes. Hiccup put his hand on her snout.

"Are you ready to show off your speed, girl?"

The Deadly Nadder spread her wings and hopped around, as if eager to prove herself.

"Alright," Hiccup laughed, hands gesturing for her to calm down. "Just stay close to me and Toothless, alright?"

Stormfly rammed her head gently into Toothless's side, letting out a throaty chuckle.

"This is serious, Stormfly," Hiccup tried to diffuse his anger, but the fuse kept burning. "If these people catch you, they will kill you. And I may not be able to save you. I can't ask you to do this without you knowing that."

Stormfly still flapped her wings, face fierce but eyes understanding.

"Are you sure you want to do this?"

She roared, shooting fire into the darkening sky. Toothless joined her, shooting his plasma blasts. The two fire jets combined, creating an explosion so hot that is rained blue sparks down onto the Viking.

"Hey!" Hiccup laughed, covering his face. Both dragons looked at him with innocent faces. Hiccup smiled and gently touched both dragons on the cheek. He whispered two simple words to the dragons before sending them off for a last bit of fun: "Thank you."

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

**Chibiyu: **_I am so sorry for the longest wait in the history of my fanfictions. I just got really burnt out with writing for my university's newspaper, working another job, and taking 17 credit hours. I love you guys, I really do, and I know how much it sucks to wait. Sorry!_

_On another note, do you guys want me to eventually tie this in with the plotline of "How to Train your Dragon 2" or keep it entirely separate? I can easily make it work both ways. _

_You will enjoy next chapter, it will be fun and action-filled and awesome. _

_Until Next Update (and it won't be so long of a wait, I promise)!_


	9. Nala Knows Best

**Chibiyu: **_Quick note before I start this chapter: the consensus seemed to be "yes," integrate the sequel into this. I will do this, but it will happen in **several chapters**. I will leave a spoiler warning for those who haven't seen the sequel. This being said, I **will **include things from the **trailers**_ _from this point out (as I was planning anyway). _

_That being said, this chapter DOES NOT contain spoilers from the sequel, just two small things from the trailer. These two things will be in the following chapters. Enjoy!_

**Nala Knows Best**

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

"Stormfly, spine shot!" Hiccup yelled from the beach. The Deadly Nadder flew over him, her tail flicking out neatly.

"Toothless, light them up!"

The Night Fury spit out his plasma blast, the spines soaring straight through the flames and igniting with a hiss. The poison within Stormfly's barbs kept the flames hot as they struck the ground with a high speed.

Hiccup nodded to himself before he gestured to Stormfly. The dragon followed his fingers, reading the silent order. She acted fast, flying over Toothless and spitting fire. Toothless, always ready, pounced out of the way and fired a shot himself. Stormfly managed to dive out of the way, but it put her too close to the ground. She pulled up, narrowly avoiding a crash landing. Toothless took that opening and pounced onto her back.

"Okay," Hiccup waved his arms around. "Good! Try it again!"

This time, when Stormfly took to the air, Hiccup made a rolling motion with his arms. After Toothless fired his shot, the Nadder rolled so the blast skimmed over her fireproof belly, leaving no damage or change in course.

Stormfly charged off into the clouds, ready for another strike. Hiccup gave no orders to his Night Fury, knowing that he would need to think for himself in a situation where they were grounded. Without flight, Toothless was at his weakest.

But that didn't mean the Night Fury was weak. He hopped up the mountain, silently slipping in and out of the shadows. Hiccup turned his back to the brawl, knowing full well that the two wouldn't hurt one another. He reached down into a small opening in the mountainside and only stopped when his fingers brushed leather.

Hiccup let out a low breath as he pulled out his creation. Hours of work went into this. Hours spent in the small island forge. Hours behind Nala's back. She knew about the suit itself, knew that it was meant to protect Hiccup from the sky's elements, but didn't know it all.

His fingers ran over the first layer. It was a simple brown, sewn and embossed to look like dragon scales. It slipped easily over his head and hugged his torso.

Next came the leather straps for his Dragon Blade, nicknamed Inferno. That was a weapon he prided himself in. One end was coated in the saliva of the Monstorous Nightmare, the other created a spark as the metal rods extended. The fire made a useful weapon, but it's true purpose was to show wild dragon's that he was one of their own.

The rest of the suit was put on like clockwork. All the springs and coils carefully calibrated and the leather work smoothed out. The suit looked dramatic: the hardened black leather serving as Hiccup's shoulder and upper chest protection, and a red Night Fury symbol located on his right shoulder. To any onlooker, the multiple straps and latches would be mean nothing but a means to keep the suit on such a scrawny boy. Only Hiccup knew their secrets.

One arm sheltered a compass, the other sheathed his old dagger. In another pocket was a stick of charcoal. A hook sat on his left hip to secure him to Toothless's saddle. And under the final layer of the armor, right in front of his heart, was his notebook filled with mapped out lands. Of course, there was more to the suit that just that, but Hiccup kept those bits secret.

The final piece was his mask. The top half was black, and the mouth guard brown. The eye slits were as narrow as a dragons. Spikes ran up the center and diagonally over the brow. The back was layered for maximum projective protection. Sure, it muffled his voice greatly, but Hiccup never needed to speak to communicate to dragons.

That was what five years with them did to you.

With the mask tucked in the crook of his arm, Hiccup turned his attention back to the dragons. Not surprisingly, the two had uprooted a dead sapling and were tugging on either end. All the boy could do was smile and shake his head.

"Alright you two," he laughed, stepping over to them. "We'll finish this when we get back."

The two dropped the log, eyeing each other competitively. They slinked over to Hiccup, finally breaking gazes and looking to the young man with trusting eyes.

"Stay close," he whispered to Stormfly, hand running up her nose. With that said, Hiccup ran over and jumped on Toothless's back.

"Ready bud?" he asked, nerves riding heavily on his voice. "Let's go kidnap Alvin."

{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}{}

"Remember," Stoic told his crew, his words being transmitted by whispers between ships. "Stay low. Keep your weapon ready. There is no telling what awaits us in that smoke."

The Berkians currently sat within view of the seemingly impenetrable fog. Their fingers twitched at the hilt of their swords or ran along the smooth wood of their bow. Many caressed the iron of their axe heads or checked to see if spears hadn't rolled overboard. But that wasn't the only thing. All of them shared the same wide-eyed stare and fidgeted uneasily.

Even their fearless chief didn't look that fearless. His eyes scanned the skies, unnerved on how empty they seemed. And even more so by what they may find. The dragons, that was something he could handle. But there was a reason Berk was left untouched for five years. If that fog hid more than just dragons, well, then Stoic didn't know if he could face it. End it. Or walk away from it.

The great chief just didn't know.

"There!" a crewmember shouted, his finger trained on a Terrible Terror diving into the treacherous smog.

"Port to starboard!" Stoic ordered, sending his boat right after the darting figure. The lithe figure was their purple beacon, but it was fast. Thankfully, it rammed itself into a slumbering Gronckle, who lifted its sturdy body with its wings to follow the figure.

"Thank Odin," Stioc breathed as the beast ignored his ship. "We may have the God's on our side after all."

However, the Gronckle knew of the trail behind it. It purposely flung itself into the surrounding rocky stalagmites, seeming more clumsy than normal. It's bangs were not lost to Viking ears, or dragons.

Not too far away, Stormfly's head whipped to the side just as Toothless's ears began to twitch. Without a second thought, Hiccup steered them to the bangs. A Gronckle making that noise was never good news. A hurt dragon was more important than his mission. He needed to get that Gronckle to shore.

Through the fog, the outline of ships slowly materialized. Stormfly spread her winds and landed silently on a crashed ship. She glared at the Vikings, smelling the blood that still lined the cracks of their weapons. Blood of her kin.

Toothless and Hiccup quickly landed next to her, using the Night Fury's color to their advantage.

"How did they find us?" he whispered, hand shaking as he rested it on Toothless's head. "We need to stop them."

"But Hiccup, I need the strong Vikings."

"Not now, Nala!" Hiccup hissed, not even looking at the queen's specter.

"Yes, now!" She argued back, letting her voice rise. "Let them land! They need to see our ways and I need their power to protect us. Let me control them!"

"No," Hiccup said through clenched teeth. Though he wanted to scream, he could not. After all, the Vikings could hear _him. _"I'll get you Alvin, but not a Viking Army."

Nala sighed, eyes now pointed on what had to be the chief of the tribe. Her lips curled into a hideous smile at the sight of the man. "But this army is one I wish to see bow."

"They will hurt the dragons. They aren't here for peace," Hiccup continued to argue in a hushed voice.

"They never are," Nala laughed. "You need to shed blood to gain it."

The Terrible Terror that led the Vikings this far landed next to the pair. It seemed to bow slightly before Nala before turning to Hiccup. It bounced around, as if wanting to be chased.

"Iggy," he whispered to the light blue dragon. He quickly pulled out his notebook and charcoal. He flipped to his sketch of a NIghtmare and Zippleback. "Get them, Iggy. Bring them here."

The Terror cocked its head to the side as it studied the picture. It gave a squeak, a hop, and then flew off as fast as it's little wings could take it.

"More dragons to lead them in?"

Hiccup shook his head. "Not this time."

Nala huffed, her eyes getting dangerously narrow. "Hiccup, you will listen to me. Let them come to shore. Leave them to me. Follow your orders."

His head said to trust Nala as he always had. To follow her blindly in these orders, for she knew best and always would know best. Because she was his queen.

But his heart wouldn't allow his friends to get face an army.

"Toothless," Hiccup breathed. "Plasma blast."

Stoic hoisted his weapon up, eyes to the sky. But no shadow fell upon the ship. No flutter of wings. No yell of "DRAGON!" Only a high pitched hiss coming at them.

"Night Fury!" Stioc yelled. "Get down!"

The blast came a mere second after. The aim was impeccable: the fire tore right through the mast, making it fall straight onto the ship next to the Chief's. the fallen beam cracked the deck of the ship and caused all of its crew to abandon ship.

Next came a volley of Deadly Nadder spikes. The target was the same – the spikes cut an even line in the next ship's mast. No Viking had yet felt the sting of a dragon.

"Stay ready," Berk's chief warned. The silence continued for a while longer, but that meant nothing. Night Fury's were deadly and silent when not at full speed or charging their deadly plasma blast. And Nadders were light on their feet and stealthy. This terrain was perfect for such a dragon.

And perfect for dragons to see. Hiccup and Toothless stayed crouched on the top of a spire, Hiccup making odd hand signals towards the surrounding dragons. Meatlug's eyes grew playful at the thought of getting multiple Vikings to itch her tail.

"Now, bud!" Hiccup ordered, his voice lost to the scramble below him.

Then, the Berkians heard it again. That unforgettable hiss of the cursed black beast. All heads whipped towards that direction.

Just in time for the Gronckle to turn on them, it's tail smashing against Viking helms before teetering off. A single Monstrous Nightmare flew right up to four ships that were in close proximity to one another. Its eyes trained on the places a light blue Terrible Terror landed. The burnt orange dragon didn't attack, but _spat _on the same places the Terror had occupied.

The Vikings didn't have time to be confused. Nadder's spikes fell down on the ships hulls, each one instantly lit on fire where the Nightmare saliva landed. More and more Berkians were forced to abandon ship as theirs caught fire.

"Do they normally do that?" Gobber asked, his real hand pulling at his beard.

"No," Stoic answered gravely. "They don't."

"Zippleback!" yelled Spitlout. "Watch its heads!"

One head opened its mouth, spewing green gas all around the ships, obscuring their visions. One spark was all it needed.

But the attack came from below. The dragons rammed against the ships, spinning them violently, forcing their occupants to the floor. One capsized, the others threatened. The attack continued, forcing them into the heart of the Zippleback gas and lurching them all about.

"Steady your ships!" Stoic yelled as soon as the ramming stopped. "And ready your weapons!"

The green gas cleared as soon as every Viking had a hand on their weapons. But there were no dragons.

No rocks jetting out of the open water. Just a wall of smoke right in front of them, slightly stained green.

"What was that, Stoic?" Spitlout shouted, hand ramming against the railing. "They were _organized!" _

"I know!" Stoic yelled back, hand going white around his hammer. "Six dragons attacked and we couldn't even get one!"

"What do we do now?"

Stoic turned his eyes to the sky, vaguely seeing a black shape fly off into the horizon, away from the smoke.

"We try again."
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**Chibiyu: **_Power was out thanks to the storms and in fear of power surges, I left my laptop unplugged and off. Shortly, didn't have time to write. But the storms are gone for now. Wooo! Until Next Update! _


End file.
